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- one - 


Author's Notes: 

I'm back again! After a long break, | finally got some motivation to write back, and a new list of ideas! | might 
actually participate in Ficmas this year as welll So, l've never seen any stories written about these two, save 
for the ones l've written. | have a bunch of ‘em saved on my computer. Honestly, | really love these two-I'd 
love to see more fic about them. They made a great duo when they were in a band together. l'm pretty proud 
of this one too-| love the symbolism especially. Its also kind of an experimental style for me, but | like how it 
turned out. As always, | don't own anything, only the plot and story. The title is a lyric from "Livin On A 
Prayer" by Bon Jovi. Hope you enjoy > 


one 


We'd been nearing the end of the tour when David had said something | didn't realize would become one of his 


signature things. 


| had been in the studio practicing, long after David had gone back to the hotel room. It was something | did a 
lot - it wasn't rare for me to be the last one to leave the studio. I'd just get lost in my playing. 


"Stevie!" David called as soon as | stepped through the door, and | smirked as he gave me a dramatic salute 
before turning back to whatever overproduced music video was playing on the TV. | set my guitar down and 
crossed the room to sit next to him on the bed, shuffling over until | was sprawled out a few inches away 


from him. 


"Last show of the tour tomorrow.’ he began with a chuckle, leaning back and putting his hands behind his head. 
He turned his attention away from the TV to look at me, a grin spreading across his features. "Make it count.” 


| always make it count" | told him with a grin of my own. 

He smiled. "Yeah, you're supposed to." he put in. "When you're in a band like this, ya gotta live in the moment. 
Ya don't think about anything else other than what you're doin’ when you're doin’ it. When we're on stage, the 
only thing I'm thinkin’ about is rock 'n' roll. Nothin’ like ‘what's the next show gonna be like? or ‘did | fuck up 


that last song?. Nah, man, I'm thinkin’ about how great the song l'm doin’ at the moment is." 


"I've been tryin’ to do that more." | stated. "Usually l'm livin in the moment like you said, but sometimes |'ll 


think about how that last solo didn't sound the way | wanted it to, or somethin’ like that.” 


"Nah, man, if you fuck up your solos, nobody notices." he pointed out. "Billy tells me all the time that he fucked 


up one of his solos, but | would've never known if he hadn't told me. The crowd definitely doesn't notice." 
"Yeah, | know, but | still think about it” | put in. "Its a guitar player thing, | guess." 

He smirked at that, turning back to the TV, where another music video had just started playing. "Man, pretty 
soon, our videos are gonna be playin’ on there. Yever see one of your music videos on TV, Stevie?" | shook my 
head and he grinned. "Just wait for it. It never gets old." 

We fell into a comfortable silence then, both of us now focused on whatever music video was playing. It wasn't 
a very good song, and the quality wasn't great either, but somehow, that didn't matter. It was just being here 
with David that made me feel like | was home, like | was in a band where | belonged. It was a rare feeling, one 
that I'd only had in a couple of the mulitude of bands I'd been in 

I'd take David's advice. I'd make the last night of this tour count. 

But | wouldn't stop just there. 

two 


"Stevie!" David called, pointing at the TV as soon as | walked through the door. "Check this out!" 


He was sprawled out on the bed, like he always was when | came back to the hotel room after a practice 


session in the studio. Wisps of smoke drifted idly from the cigarette in his hand. 


| set my guitar down and joined him on the bed, stretching out about a foot from where he was lounging. A 
grin made its way onto my face as | looked at the TV. It was the music video for "Yankee Rose", one of the 
songs off of our recently released first album. It was the craziest music video I'd ever been a part of, the 
theatrics and acrobatics being ones | had never done in any band I've ever been in before. Then again, the 


David Lee Roth Band wasn't like any band I've ever been in before. 


In the past year, I've had so much fun on the road with the guys. Even if we weren't touring, we were all 
quite close, and often spent our off time on the beach (Valuable Beach Time, or VBT, as David put it), or just 
hanging out at one of the guys' places. 


"The show last night was fuckin’ great" he said, and | grinned. All four of us had given it our all, as we usually 
did when we were approaching the end of a tour. Though other bands would usually be sick of touring by the 

time they were finishing up their last few shows, we used the knowledge of the tour ending soon to fuel us to 
perform better. We wanted to go out with a bang, if you will. "Man, that one bit during ‘Goin’ Crazy’..that made 


it, man." 


| grinned, remembering the night well. It had been one of my favorite shows of this past year. | had felt 
invincible, like | had an unlimited supply of energy that | could do anything with. The other guys had felt it too, 
judging by the way they'd run and jumped around the stage like the world would end tomorrow. 


“Tomorrow night's the last night of the tour." he put in. "Man, it's been one of the greatest tours I've ever 


done. Make the last show count, man." 


"You say that every tour." | pointed out, and he smirked a bit. | shifted so that | was lying on my side with my 
face resting on my hand. "And its good advice, but l'm just wondering where it came from. Does it mean 


anything in particular?" 


His expression changed to a more pensive one, and he reached down to grab the TV remote, shutting off the 
new music video that had been playing. Staring distantly at the blank TV screen, he took a few seconds to 


consider my question. 


"When | was on the road with Van Halen," he began. His voice, usually laid-back and casual, had taken on a more 
serious edge. He really only ever used that tone when he was talking about his ex-band. "| was just runnin’ 
through it. | never thought about my place in the band, or the possible future of the band. | just wanted to 


keep rockin’ and rollin’ through life." 
He paused for a second, probably to collect his thoughts, before he continued. 


"The thing was." His speech trailed off for a moment as he stared up at the ceiling, his eyes seemingly 
searching for the right words. "| didn't make it count enough. | always thought that'd be in it all my life, 
y'know? Maybe not all my life, but.! never thought about it ending. | never thought that..one day | might leave 
the band, or get kicked out, or the entire band would break up, or anything, y'know?" 


He turned to me. "Stevie, | don't want you + make the same mistake | did" he told me. I'd never heard his voice 
sound so serious. "And | don't wanna make the same mistakes again. I'm not sayin that | think this band's gonna 
break up or anything, I'm just tryin to say that if it does.! wanna know that we all made the most of it while 
we could The reason | always say to make the last night of the tour count.its ‘cause sometimes, l'm not sure 
if it's gonna be the last show we ever do. And.| wanna make it count while | still can. | want you t make it 


count while you still can" 


He smiled warmly at me then, and | returned it, moving closer to him so that | could put my hand on his 


shoulder. "Y'know, I've been in a lot of bands." | began, and he laughed. 
"Yeah, we all fuckin’ know!" he remarked, and | chuckled. 


‘I've been in so many different bands, but none of them have been like this." | explained. | sat up and he 
followed suit, watching me intently. "I've never walked out into a hallway of naked people on my first night on 
tour with a new band" We both laughed at that, remembering the night well. My very first night on tour with 
the David Lee Roth Band! What a way to welcome a guy! 


"What l'm tryin’ to say is, I've had a lot of fun in this band" | continued. "| don't wanna see it end either. But | 
know it might one day. | always know that | might leave a band one day. That's why | always make it count.” 


‘lm glad ya do." he said with a grin, and | smiled back. "Ya need to when you're in this kinda band. Ya don't 


realize how fast it goes ‘til its over." 
"Yeah, I've been there." | muttered. He smiled wistfully. 


"I think we've all been there, man" he put in. "Its why we all know to make it count. But.l just wanted to make 


sure ya knew." 


| just grinned, and he returned it, both of us turning back to the TV as David put the music back on. His 
speech replayed itself in my head as | leaned back on the bed. He was right. Though it may not seem like it at 
the time, things really did go fast when you were in a band like this. 


| was gonna make every damn show count. 

three 

David didn’t look away from the TV when | walked into the hotel room. For a second, | wondered if he'd even 
noticed me enter, or if he was simply ignoring me. Setting my guitar down, | took off my jacket and brushed 


my hair out of my eyes before his voice came from the bed. 


"Steve." he muttered, and | shifted uncomfortably from where | stood. He really only ever called me just 


"Steve" when he was pissed. His eyes were still on the TV, analyzing the music video playing. 


"Dave." | said back, reluctantly making my way over to lay out on the very edge of the bed, copying his 
position There was probably four or five feet of space between us - but that was only the physical. He sighed 
before he picked up the remote and shut off the music video, studying the remote for a moment before he 


lifted his eyes to stare at the painting above the TV. It seemed like he was trying to look anywhere but at me. 
"Look, |, uh." David began. | held up a hand before he could continue. 
‘Its fine." | told him, my tone tense and clipped. It was obvious to both of us that that was a lie. "I get it” 


"Alright" he stated, shifting awkwardly. "Yeah, alright. | guess. Whatever." His eyes wandered down to study his 
hands before he sighed again. "Y'think this really is for the best?" 


"| don't know." | muttered, knowing exactly what he was referring to. My thoughts wandered back to the fight 
we'd had earlier in the studio, when Billy had broken the news that he wanted to leave the band. David stared 
out the window at the city lights below, and | could tell that he was remembering the same thing. 


David and | had been arguing all week, every little thing seeming to set us off. At first, lid blamed it on the 
tour getting to us, even though that usually never happened. We usually loved being on the road. 


There was more to it than that. And it wasn't just David and me fighting. 


David and Billy had been fighting since before the tour had even begun. Even though both Billy and | didn't 
really like the musical direction David was taking the band in, | stayed quiet about it. Billy didn't. Gregg tried to 
stay out of the conflict as well, figuring that the problem would eventually solve itself. We both knew it 
wouldn't, but we didn't want to admit it to ourselves. Things were changing in the band, and not all of it could 
be stopped. 


Creative differences. Its what always tears bands apart. 


Billy had told me first. He came to my hotel room at the beginning of the tour while David was out 
somewhere. He had come to me and told me that he didn't know how much longer he could put up with David. 
He said that it wasn't fun anymore, that the band was changing too much too quickly, and that he didn't see 
himself being able to agree or get along with David again. He told me that he had spent over an hour trying to 
decide if he should leave the band. 


| didn't tell David or Gregg about what Billy had told me. | figured Billy would tell them himself eventually. 
Somehow, | didn't anticipate the storm his news would bring. 
| knew there would be a fight. | knew that David and Billy would end up arguing for a long time, and that they'd 


probably bring Gregg and me into it. | didn't know that Billy would actually decide then and there that he was 
quitting. 


| thought he would wait until the tour was over to break the news. He'd told me that he wanted to give the 
band one last chance, one last tour, before he decided if he would leave or not. Apparently, he just couldn't do 
it anymore. 

"What are we supposed to do now?" David asked, more to himself than me. | looked up from staring at my 
hands. "| mean, is this where it all ends? Is this the start of the downfall? My band falling apart right in front 
of me?" 

"Dave" | began, stopping his rambling, and he finally looked at me for the first time that night. | could see the 
defeat in his eyes. "We'll work it out. We'll. make somethin work" | resisted the urge to add "/ hope" to the end 
of that statement. 


He nodded, turning away from me again to stare straight ahead. | did the same thing, focusing on the crack in 
the wall beside the TV. 


"Y'know tomorrow's the last show of the tour.." he stated after a few seconds of silence, and | nodded, knowing 


where he was going. 


"ll make it count" | told him, and he actually smiled a bit at that, before his face returned to its pensive mask 


and his eyes became distant again 
For as long as | can, | added silently. 
four 


| didn't want to turn around. | didn't want to face David. | wasn't sure what it was - was | afraid to look at 
him? Would that make this more real? 


Staring at the wall in front of me, | heard him sigh from behind me, and my eyes wandered down to the floor. 


Though my back was to him, | could see the expression on his face in my mind. The pain in his eyes. 

"Stevie." he began, before he sighed again. | still didn't turn around from where | sat at the very edge of the 
bed. | wasn't looking at him, but | knew he was in the same position, just on the bed's opposite side. It felt like 
there was about a mile of space between us, even though it was probably only six feet or so. 

"I'm sorry.” | muttered lamely, though | wasn't sure why. 

"Nah, it was my fault” he stated. | shook my head. 


"Was it anyone's fault, really?" | asked. He was silent. "It fuckin’ sucks, but.these things do happen 


A moment passed before | heard him let out a ragged sigh. "| guess y' meant it then" he grunted. | knew what 


he was referring to - our fight in the studio earlier, after I'd told him that | wanted to leave the band. It bore 


a grim resemblance to when Billy had broken the news of Ais departure. 


The band just wasn't working for me anymore. | knew that if | continued to stay and pretend everything was 


fine, l'd just be miserable. | couldn't ignore it for any longer. 

"Yeah." | said, my voice low. "I just.. know that..its somethin’ | need to do, | guess." 

"lts for the best." he supplied, and | nodded, even though he couldn't see me. "I get it" 

For what could have been minutes or hours, there was silence before his voice came again. 


"So | guess tomorrow's gonna be your last show with us, then" he mumbled, and | felt a dull ache in my chest 


at his words. Dammit, | didn't want it to end like this. Hell, I'd never wanted this to end. 


But it always does, doesn't it? | go from band to band, never staying in one for more than two or three years. 


The David Lee Roth Band had been the only band I'd stayed in for over four years. 
It was inevitable that I'd end up leaving. It was just in my nature. 


He didn't need to finish his signature statement. "Believe me, l'm gonna make this one count" | told him, and he 


laughed bitterly. 

"Ya always did" he remarked. "Just like | told ya" 

‘lm glad | did" | said with a slight smile, though it didn't quite reach my eyes. "Like you always said" 

He simply chuckled at that, before he sighed again, and the room fell into silence once more. | slumped forward, 
my hair falling around my face as | lowered my arms onto my knees. This was the right thing to do - | knew 
that. | wasn't made to stay in a band long term. It was just the way | was. | would always leave. It was fated. 
That didn't make it any easier, though. It never did. 

five 

Sitting on the edge of the bed with my guitar in my lap, | ran my hands through my hair, taking a deep breath 
before letting it out as | stared straight ahead. My eyes wandered back down to my guitar, and, despite 
everything, a small grin drew itself across my face. Even if everything went to shit, at least | still had my 
guitar. 

‘Last show of the tour tomorrow." | told myself, forcing myself not to turn around and look back, knowing that 


there'd be nothing there but the white, undisturbed sheets of an empty bed. It'd been empty for the past few 


months - that wasn't gonna change now. | didn't share hotel rooms with my bandmates anymore. 


With one final glance over my guitar, | lifted my eyes back to the wall in front of me, sighing before a wistful 


smile made its way onto my face. 


"Make it count." 


- end - 


